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CHAPTER X.

NEXT day there was ' no kill,' a fact we did not
regret, for the shikari wanted a rest from their
hard work of the day before. They had been
given as usual, after a good day's sport, a goat
or two and a bottle of whisky; but, although told
to .take a holiday, little wiry Kishtia "could not
keep still. He had an idea that the tiger I had
shot at yesterday might have been hit, and was
not satisfied until he had scoured the jungle for
some miles round the place, but, finding no signs
of blood, he gave up the pursuit.

The camp was rendered somewhat disagreeable
by the smell of the deaci tigers' bodies; they
were,.however, made short work of by hundreds
of vultures, and we amused ourselves firing at